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Swinburne was small and thin, amazingly thin at
fijrst sight, a sort of fantastic apparition. When
I looked at him for the first time, I thought of
Edgar Poe. The forehead was very large under
long hair, and the face went narrowing down to a
tiny chin, shaded by a thin tuft of beard. A very
slight moustache slipped over lips which were
extraordinarily delicate and were pressed together,
while what seemed an endless neck joined this
head/'Which was alive only in its bright, penetrating,
and fixed eyes, to a body without shoulders, since
the upper part of Swinburne's chest seemed
scarcely broader than his forehead. The whole of
this almost supernatural personage was stirred by
nervous shudders. He was very cordial, very
easy of access; and the extraordinary charm of his
intelligence bewitched me from the first moment."
There may be a touch of emphasis in this, a slight
effect of caricature; but no one who knew
Swinburne in those days will dare to deny the
general fidelity of the portrait.

During the course of their life at Etretat the con-
versation of the friends continually turned on art,
on literature, even on music, about which Powell
was then greatly exercised. Swinburne did not
recognise the difference between one tune and
another, but he took a cerebral interest in music.
The friends were entranced by the fame of Wagner
and of Berlioz, who was much discussed in art
circles ; it is to be doubted whether either of them
had heard any of the compositions of these